OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

continued to sustain him throughout the whole of
his lonely and turbulent existence. It is true that
in his later years he hints remorsefully at " con-
fusions of a wasted youth," and that some of his
sonnets and madrigals are unplatonicaily warm in
colouring; yet austere old age is apt thus retro-
spectively to indulge in fanciful repentance, and it
is probable that the poetry thus warmly coloured
was addressed to no specific individuals, but
followed the poetic fashion of the time, in thus con-
cretely embodying abstract ideas and enthusiasms.
Passionate worshipper of physical beauty as Michael
Angelo's work proves him to have been, the spirit
in which he worshipped it is shown by that very
work to have been that of one for whom visible
beauty was first and last the sacramental symbol of
the invisible eternal beauty; and, whether or
not his life had known infidelities to his ideal, the
loftiness of that ideal is not to be questioned.
Nor, outside the negligible innuendoes of the vile
Pietro Aretino, was any found to speak ill of his
personal life. On the contrary, the testimony
is all of the tenor of the annalist Ammirato, who,
under the year 1564, writes: " Buonarroti having
lived for ninety years, there was never found
through all that length of time, and with all that
liberty to sin, anyone who could with right and
justice impute to him a stain or any ugliness of
manners." The testimony of his beloved pupil and
biographer, Condivi, is to the same effect. " Often-
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